( at me reprovingly.   He blocked the doorway.    "I'm sorry,
miss," he said.    'Tve got my orders not to let you in."

"Oh, come off it, George," I said.

Old George shook his head. "Sorry, miss, I've had my
orders. Straight from Mr. Chariot himself they came.
You're not to be let in. Not any more. You're fired."

"What about my part?" I demanded.

"The understudy is going on for you, miss. She's making
up now. Here, I've got a note for you." He produced a
sealed envelope and handed it to me.

The note was from Andre Chariot himself. He made no
bones about it. He was firing me from Bu%z-Biizz. I had
been absent for more than six performances which, under
the terms of my contract, permitted him to cancel it and to
engage someone else to take my place. "If you are well
enough to go to other people's plays, you are well enough
to come to your own," the note ended.

I tried to get him on the telephone, but he was not at his
home, and no one there would tell me where he was.
Finally, after considerable manoeuvring, I located him at a
hotel in the country and rang him there. I simply couldn't
believe that he would fire me for such a little thing as staying
out one night more than my illness made necessary. Why,
time and again he had forgiven me much worse offences
than that. But now Chariot was offended and angry, and
firm in his determination to teach me a lesson. He gave
me to understand in no uncertain terms that he had had
enough of my nonsense. "You've been asking for this
for a long time," he snapped. Then he hung up, leaving
me gasping.

There was no getting round it. I had been sacked.
Already the story was probably travelling like wildfire
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